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sacrifice either the last shreds of his honour or the
last shreds of his popularity. While this Assembly
was deliberating in Paris, and not a little as the result
of its deliberations, the storm arose which uprooted
the ancient trunk of the Bourbon monarchy. A
decree was passed ordaining the formation of a camp
of twenty thousand federes in the outskirts of Paris.
Louis vetoed it. In Marseilles, where republican
spirit ran high, a body of five hundred patriots
marched on the capital, disregarding the royal veto,
and chaunting a war song written for the army of
the Rhine and destined to be the baptismal hymn of
the young Republic. They found Paris aglow with the
passion and tremor of war, volunteers tramping off
to the frontier, the forty-eight sections en permanence,
and a central committee of the sections plotting in-
surrection at the Hotel de Ville. As they marched
in by the Quartier St Antoine they were received with
acclamations and brigaded with the forces of revolu-
tion. The plotters were men of action, not visionaries.
They had no scheme for the government of France,
they had drafted no plan of a Republic, but they
argued with a rough and true instinct that no war
can be conducted to a successful issue if the head of
the executive sympathizes with the enemy. That
this was the case with Louis was a matter which had
long been established to the satisfaction of Dan ton
and his followers. Had he not designed to stifle
the revolution at its birth by throwing Broglie's
army into Paris ? Had he not attempted to escape
to the frontier? Had he not repudiated the con-
stitution and openly advertised his alliance with the
enemies of the nation by vetoing the punitive decrees
against the imigrte and the priests ? Such arguments